C   A   L   I   S   T   E

captivating with her friends. Her wit was not so
bold as yours, but it was neater; her expression
was less vivacious but more tender. In a country
where the fine arts take the place of striking
natural beauty, she had the same sensibility to the
one as you have to the other. Your house is
simple and dignified, it is that of a gentlewoman
who is not rich; hers also was adorned with taste
and economy; she saved all that she could from
her income for the education of penniless girls
whose upbringing she undertook. But she worked
as the fairies do, and every day her friends found
some novelty in her house to admire and to enjoy.
Sometimes it would be a comfortable piece of
furniture that she had herself made; sometimes a
vase, which she herself had designed and which
was to make the workman's fortune. She copied
portraits for her friends, and, for her own pleasure,
the pictures of the best masters. There was no
talent, no art of pleasing that was not in her
power.

Cared for and distracted by her, my health
returned; life no longer appeared to me a burden
too heavy, too worthless to be borne, at last I was
able to weep for my brother and to speak of him
without constraint.

I wept freely, and often I made her weep.

" I see/' she said one day, " what has caused you
to be so tender and gentle, and yet so manly.
Most men who have only had ordinary companions
of their own sex have little delicacy or softness,
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